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LAKESIDE
Anastasia H. Cook

Morning.

***

Because the air temperature has fallen below
65 degrees, you feel cold—pleasantly cold. You hug
your arms, unprotected by your short sleeves, and
walk a little brisker.
You feel alert, eyes and ears keen in the still
air, and you take the long way back from breakfast,
because the morning is lovely. Mist gilded by the
rising sun veils the lake’s surface, untroubled by
wind or ripple.
You step off the path and stare, breathing in
the symbol of the morning.
***
That afternoon you walk around the lake
slowly, taking a pause in your work. You see a
fin break the surface—gently, for a moment. You
approach the shore and are rewarded with a glimpse
of a vanishing fish, a long one, maybe a little shorter
than your arm. The surface ripples now in the wind.
It has put off the gold and silver of the morning,
instead rejoicing in the brilliant blue of the sky. It
answers with its own blue, deeper and merrier.
More personal.

In the evening the lake smells of the fish and
algae inhabiting it. The slimy, earthy scent satisfies
you. God has made this too, and called it good. You
are too insulated, too provincial. God made this. He
has given it to you. It is a good gift.
***
At night the lake reflects the cold, faintly blue
light of the lamps standing like sentries around
it. You can see no stars in the lake because of them.
But the light is good—it makes you feel safe as you
return alone in the evening, laden with books.
The water is thoughtful tonight. It moves,
but not so much as in the broad day. You don’t
see it; you only hear its liquid sound. It is, perhaps,
remembering all the things it has seen today,
pondering them—asking God of their meaning.
Even the best things you have seen and heard
today reek of mortality. You too will go to bed
pondering and awake without answers.
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